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Grieving hearts 


Author's Notes: 


Dave stared at his hands, the words washed over him, he heard them but as yet his brain couldn't quite 
accept them. Lemmy was gone. Lemmy, who Dave had kind of assumed was immortal, was gone, his friend had 
left this life and Dave was paralyzed with grief. The world was less of a place today without Lemmy and Dave 
needed to share his grief with someone who got his pain, got how badly this affected him. He looked over at 
his wife who was saying something comforting but he knew she didn't understand, she had no idea how deep 
this cut with him. He smiled and made his way out of the packed room to find a quiet corner where he pulled 


out his phone and dialed a number. The call picked up and a familiar voice answered. 


"T," Dave struggled to hold back the tears, "it's Lemmy, he's gone." 


"Fuck" Taylor's voice cracked with the same sadness Dave felt inside. "Fuck, I'm sorry D. He was one of the 


best, a real fucking legend. You holding up ok?" 
"Barely, I'm in Vegas at a fucking Britney Spears show." 
Taylor laughed. "Seriously? Thats fucking funny, Lem would have laughed his balls off at that." 


Dave smiled, Lemmy would have laughed and Taylor got it, really fucking got it. "Yeah, the old fucker would 
have been apocalyptic with laughter.” 


"Shit D, | thought he was one of those people who was going to go on forever you know? | can't believe he's 
gone." Taylor sniffed down the phone. "You need anything?" 


‘lm ok, just going to sink a few JD and coke's tonight. In his honor." Dave wiped a hand across his eyes his 
tears soaking into the fabric of his jacket. 


"You call me if you need anything," Taylor's voice soothed away some of the hurt Dave was feeling. "Just call 


me. | love you man" 


“Thanks T" Dave cut the call and shoved the phone back in his pocket. He felt better after speaking with 
Taylor, his friend knew him, knew him better than anyone else. He sighed, ran a hand through his hair and 
made his way back to his wife's side. 
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"Just say what you feel D" Taylor pushed another cup of coffee across the desk at Dave. "Say it from your 
heart, that's always the best way." 


Dave smiled at his drummer, Taylor was the only person he trusted to hear his Lemmy eulogy and the poor 
guy had been sat with him for five hours as Dave wrote and rewrote his ten minute send off speech. 
took a sip of coffee and pushed his glasses up on the top of his head. "What do you say about a man that 


gave me so many amazing experiences?" 


"That he was a man who gave you so many amazing experiences?" Taylor lightly punched Dave on the shoulder. 
"Come on D, you know how to write this, it's just you don't want to write it. It makes it feel final if you do." 


Dave felt tears gather in his eyes, Taylor was right, it was exactly why he didn't want to finish writing his 
eulogy. "Fuck T, sometimes you freak me out. How the fuck did you know that?" 


Taylor smiled and placed an arm around Dave's shoulders. "Because | know you D, know you better than | know 


myself." 


Dave buried his head in the blond's chest and let go of the tears he had been holding in for days, the tears he 
couldn't shed in front of anyone except his best friend. Taylor rubbed his back and mumbled soothing words as 
Dave finally worked through his grief, finally laying his friend to rest in his best friend's arms. After his tears 
subsided he picked up a pen and began to scribble his speech as Taylor smiled and fixed him a JD and coke. 
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Taylor stared at the tv screen, he couldn't take it in. David Bowie was gone, one of his heroes, a man he had 
admired, someone whose music he adored was gone. He had gone to bed early the night before and only just 
woken up to the news, his phone was clogged with messages from friends but there was only one message he 
bothered to respond to. He typed out a message and pressed send. 

Fuck D. I dont want to believe it. This shit fucking sucks 

He pulled on his cycling gear, he ignored his wife's words of concern and headed out of the house with tears 
rolling down his face. There was only one thing that centered him when he was feeling down and it involved 
riding himself into the ground on his mountain bike. He rode for hours, pushing himself hard, listening to the 


Bowie songs playing on his iPod, rode until his legs gave out and he had to stop and rest. He pulled his phone 
out of his saddle pack, he scrolled through the messages until he reached one from Dave which he opened. 


Taylor leant back against the trunk of a tree and called Dave, the only person he wanted to speak to was Dave, 
he was the only person who would understand. The tears fell again as he waited for Dave to pick up. 


"Hey T" Dave's soft voice instantly calmed Taylor. "Let me guess...you're out in the middle of fucking nowhere 


on your bike." 
Taylor managed a laugh. "Yeah, how did you know?" 


"I know you T, better than | know myself” Dave chuckled then sighed. "Fuck it T, Bowie was another legend, 
what the fuck is going on" 


"He was a fucking genius D," Taylor choked back a sob. "| mean a real fucking genius.” 
"He was. He shaped a generation, several generations. He really was the Starman" 
Taylor squeezed his eyes shut. "Come pick me up D, my legs are fucked and | don't want to go back home yet" 


"Sure, where are you?" 


Taylor gave Dave directions to the nearest road and wheeled his bike down to the verge to wait for him. 
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Dave drove them to the studio, neither of them wanted to go back home so the studio was the obvious 
choice. Dave made coffee whilst Taylor hit the shower and changed into a T-shirt and track pants that he kept 
at the studio. Taylor found Dave sitting on the sofa, he plonked himself next to the singer and rubbed a hand 


over his face. 

"It fucking stinks D." 

"We're growing old T” Dave smiled sadly. "And our heroes are older than us." 

Taylor stared at the coffee cups on the table. "I don't feel old" 

"Neither do | but we're old men now Tay." Dave pulled Taylor to him. "We're boring old men" 

"Life fucking sucks." Taylor mumbled. 

"No life is great, its death that fucking sucks." 

Taylor tried to laugh but the laugh turned into a sob as he cried tears for the loss of one of his heroes and 
for his own lost youth. Dave enveloped him in a hug and stroked his hair as Taylor let the grief wash over 
him. He could only ever openly express his emotions with Dave, the singer was the only person he felt 
comfortable enough with to fully reveal his inner most thoughts and emotions. When he had finally run out of 
tears he pulled away and wiped his face on the sleeve of his shirt. 


"Sorry D, don't know what the fuck has gotten into me." 


‘Mortality T, you finally realized that we're not going to live forever." Dave smiled as he wiped tears from his 


own eyes. 


Taylor sniffed. "| knew that asshole. | guess what | didn't realize was that there isn't as much time left as | 


thought there was." He glanced at Dave. "And | haven't said all the things that | should have said." 

Dave laughed. "You've got years left T. Plenty of years left to annoy the fuck out of me." He smiled at the 
serious expression on Taylor's face. "What haven't you said that you want to say? You talk so fucking much 
that you must have said everything by now." 


"| haven't told you | love you.” 


Dave grinned. "Yes you have, fucking hundreds of times." 


"No, | haven't told you that | ove you" Taylor blushed and shifted his gaze to his feet. 
Dave stared at the blond head "You mean you love me love me?" 

"Yes, you stupid fucker.” Taylor muttered. "I love you love you" 

"Fuck" Dave sighed. "Fuck T" 

"Im sorry D. | guess l'm just feeling maudlin Forget | said anything. 


"Why are you sorry? You should never be sorry for how you feel" Dave ran a hand over the soft blond hair. 


"And besides | love you love you too." 
Taylor lifted his head and looked into the chocolate brown eyes. "You do?" he whispered 
"Yes | do" Dave smiled. "I always have, you are my soulmate T" 

"But you never said anything" Taylor grumbled 


"Neither did you until just now." Dave laughed as he pulled the drummer to him. "But I'm fucking glad you did 


because now we can do something about it" 
"But what about everything else?" Taylor's eyes grew wide. " Our families?" 
"You flaking out on me T?" 


"No, its just a lot to take in. You're the only one who really understands me, the only one who really sees me." 


Taylor smiled and pulled Dave into a kiss. 
The kiss felt like it lasted forever but eventually they had to come up for air. 


"You know Lemmy and Bowie are laughing their asses off up there at the pair of us getting it on" Dave 


chuckled. 
"Probably." Taylor said. "But it's fucked up that this is what it took to bring us together" 
Dave smiled sadly. "Grief is all about loss and it brings the important things in life into focus. It makes you 


realize what it is that you cannot stand to lose even if you didn’t realize it until just then" He pulled Taylor in 


for another kiss. "And for that to be their last gift to us | am truly thankful." 


